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Sz veteres zta miratur laudatg;, Poetas, . 
Ut nihil anteferat, nihil cllis comparet, errat. 


Hor. 





From Wepnespay, Fbruary 10. to Frypay February 12.1713. 





HERE are no Parts in a Poem which ftrike 

_,the Generality of Readers with fo! much 

Pleafure as Deferiptions; and there are 

none in which Poets of an ordinary Rank are more 

frequently betray'd into Faults. A judicious De- 

fcri} tion 1s like a Face which is beautiful without 

Art; an injudicious one is like a painted Com- 

plexion, which often difcovers it felf, by affecting 
more Gayety of Colour than 1s natural. 

The Reafon why Defcriptions make livelier Im- 
preflions on common Readers than any other Parts 
of a Poem, is becaufe they are form’d of Ideas 
drawn from. the Senfes, which is fometimes too 
call’d Imaging, and are thus, in a manner, like Pi- 
Gures, made Objects of the Sight 5 whereas mo- 
ral Thoughts and Difcourfes, confifting of Ideas 
abftracted from Senfe, operate flower, and with 
lefs Vivacity. Every one immediately perceives 
the Refemblance of Nature in the Defcription of 
a Tempeft, a Palace or a Garden ; but the Beauty 
of proper Sentiments in the Speeches of a Prince, 
a General, or a Counfellor, is more remote, and 
difcern'd by a kind of fecond Thought or Refle- 
tion. 

As Deferiptions are all drawn from Objeéts of 
the Senfes, and the Likenefs or Unlikenefs of them 
are eafily perceiw’d 5 fothere is a general Simili- 
tude in all true Defcriptions of the fame Obje& 
drawa by feveral Hands, like thatina Pidture of 
the fame Perfon done by feveral Artiits. And yet 
the Degrees of Likenefs and the different Manner 
of expreffing it by,thofe. jeveral: Artafts make a 
very diltinguifhable and entertaining Variety. The 
tatuous Deleription of a Horfe in the Sixth Book of 
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Home?’s Ihads, ‘That. in the Fragments of Zuni, and 
‘That.in the Eleventh Book of the wis, are in; 
deed the fame, the two latter being only Copics of 
the. firth But he, Defcription of \the Horfe in 
Homer and ‘That m ‘the Book of job are, very dif- 
ferent, yet both are extremely natural and’ beau- 
tiful. 

There is no particular Defcription’ which the 
Writers of Heroick Poetry feem to have labourd 
to vary fo much as that of the Morning. This is a 
‘Topick on which they have drawn out all the Co- 

ioufnefs, and even the Luxury of their Fancies. 
"The chafteft and moft corre& Writers feem to in- 
dulge themfelves on this Occafion in a greater Sport 
of Imagination; and ‘I had almoft faid Extrava- 
gance, than on any other Subject whatever, as if it 
were a ‘Tryil of Skill among them who fhould 
punt the Morning the moft beautifully. I once 
amus’d my felf with drawing together out of f{eve- 
ral-of the beft Poets a Variety of thefe Deferip- 
tions, which. methought appear’d like fo many 
fine Skies differently colour’d, and interipers’d 
with Clouds, by the beft Mafters in Landskip. And 
T imagine it will not be an unacceptable Entertain- 
ment to the Reader, if I here prefent him with 
fome few out of this Collection of Morning-Picces. 

The Morning is moft frequently figur’d as a 
Goddefs or divine Perfon, flying in the Air, un- 
barring the Gates of Light, and opening the Duy, 
She 1s drawn by Honr-r in a Saffron Garment, and 
with Refy Hands, (which is the Epithet he almoit 
conttantly heftows on her) {prinkling Light thro’ 
the Barth. She arifes out of the Waves of the 
Sea, leaves the Bed of Titbon her Lover, afcend 
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the Heavens, appears to Gods and to Men, and —_ The fame Author has in another Place embel- 
gives Wotice ofthe SuoRifing. She is plac’'d bythis lifh’d his Subjeét thus 

Father of the Poets fometimes on a Throne of Gold 5 

now ina Chariot drawn byfwift Horfes, and bearing Look what Streaks 


along with her the Day; and at other times fhe 1s Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder batt. 


Night’s Tapers are burnt out, and jocund Day 
iar _e Stands feptoe on the mifty Mountain Tops. 
which. gives t oa of. Mad ify li oe 
O ihe, as: roun 4 In Mil ‘ , = ff ] . % m ~ 
get mer ton’s Paradife loft, the Defc 
mer Kove. run their Divi aa ‘fe loft, riptiobs of the 


| .., Morning are drawn with exqu: 
appear b the following Inftances out of Virgi/, ing are drawn with exquifite Beauty, yet fome 


; : ” of them retain (tho’ in a Chriftian Poe 7% 
name % prefent to the Reader in Mr. Dryden’s ass ot dine ae Mythology. tian Foem) a Mix 
ran ; 










Now Morn her vofy Steps in th’ Faftern Clime 
Advancing, fow d the Earth with Orient Pearl. 
pn The Morn, 
vot Wak'dby the circling Hours, with rofy Hand , 
y Unbarr'd the Gates of Light——— ~~ 


Aurora now had left her Saffron Bed, 
And Beams of early Light the Heav'ns o'erfpread, 





The Morn began from \da to difplay 7 





Her Rafy;Cheeks, ang Phofphor ted the Day. , Pes: And now wenkforth the Morn, 
cd WAN PS TRAM LS Se inthigheft avn: Arrayd in Gold 
And now the rofy Morn began to rife, Enzpyreal, from before her vanifi'd Night 
And wav'd her Saffron Streamer thro’ the Skies. Shot thro with Ortent Beams—-——. 
Mean-while 





Now rofe the ruddy Morn from Tithon’s Bed, To refalute the World with facred Light 

And with the Dawn of Day the Skies o’er{pread ; Leucothoe wak’d, and with frefh Dews enthalmd 
Nor long the Sun his daily Courfe withheld, The Earth i—— 

Bat added Cotours to the World reveal d. —— Now facred Light benan to dawn’ * 

In Eden on the humid Flowers that breath ad 

Their Morning Incenfe, when all things that breasb 
from th’ Larth’s high Altar-fend up frlent Praife 
To the Creator, and his Noftrils fil 

With gratefitl Smel]/——_—-—-—. 


The Morn enfuing from the Mountain's Height 
Had fearcely fpvread the Skies with rofy Light 
Th’ Etherial Courfers, bounding from the Sea, 
From out their flaming Noftrils breath'd the Day. 


I have not Room here fo multiply Examples out In fome of thefe Poetical Pi@tures which'l have 
of the ancient Poets, but fhall fhew how the fame here fer before the Reader, the Heav’ns only. are 
Images have been copy’d or diverfify’d by the Mo-  fhewn, and the firft {pringing of Light there. * In 
derns. "The following Defcription is Ta/fo’s, as it others the Earth is taken into the Profpe&, with 
is very clofely traced in the old 'Tranflation of Mr. her Flowers wet with Dew, and her rifing Vapours. 
Fairfax, , | And fometimes the Occupations of living Creatures 

proper to the Seafon are reprefented, and afford a 
yet greater Diverfity of amufing Images. Such is 


The purplé Morning left ber crimfon Bed, y 
that admirable Defcription iN Orway’s Orphan. 


And donn'’d her Robes of pure vermilion Hue ; 
Her Amber Locks fhe crown'd with Rofes red, 


In Eden's flowry Gardens gather'd new, ‘if'd Morning's come, and now upon the Plains, 


And diftant Mountains where they feed their Flocks, 


And our own Spencer, who excels in all Kinds of Lhe happy Shepherds leave their homely Huts, 
Imagery, following the fame Originals, reprefents Aud with their Pipes proclaim the new. born Day. 
the Morning after the like Manner. The pi Swain conies with his well fill'd Scrip 

é Of healthful Viands, which when Hunger calls, 


With much Content and Appetite he eats, 
To follow in the Field bis daily Toil, 

And drefs the grateful Glebe that yields him Fruits, 
The Beafts that under the warm Hedges Slept, 

And weatherd out the cold bleak Night ave up, 

And looking tow'rds the neighb’ving Pafiures raife 
Their Voice, and bid their Fellow Brutes Good Morrow. 
The cheer{z1 Birds too on the Tops of Trees 
——The Day forth dawning from the Eaft, Fad gh santo oo ey: Aes — 

Night's bumrd Curtains from the Heayns withdrew, SIUTE CBE GENOME UE FPR EIENE aHtt. 

And early calléng forth both Man and Beaft, 
Commanded them their daily Works renew, 


Now when the rofy-finger'd Morning fair, 
Weary of aged Tithou’s faffron Bed, 
Had fpread her purple Robes thro’ dewy Arr, 
And the high Hills Vitan difcovered ; 

The royal Virgin Joook off Drowfy-head, 
And rifing forth out of her bafer Bower, 
Look’d for her Knuight——— 





I fhall conclude this Paper with a Remark, which 

I believe will be allow’d by all impartial Criticks, 
But of all Defcriptions of the Morning asa Per- That whoever will take the Pains to look into i f 
fon, it is impofible to find a more beautiful one feveral Defcriptions of this Kind, which may be 
than that of Shakefbear. found ‘in the Works of ancient and modern pti 
' ters, will find that the Exclifh Poets have deferio a 

the Morning with at leaft as much Elegance of Fancy 


Look where the Morn in Ruf{et Mantle clad § a4 hig 
as any others have done, and with more Varicty. 


Watks o'er the Dew of yon hich Eatlern Hill, 
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